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The Tragedieo/Romeoand Juliet' 



And I will take thy word,yet if thou fwear’ft. 

Thou maieft proucfalleiat Louers periuries 
They fay loue laught,oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft Loue,pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou thinkeft lam too quickly wonrie, 
lie frownc and beperuerfe,aud fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooc : Butelfenoc for the world. 

In truth faire Mount ague I am too fond : 

And therefore thou maieft thinkemy behauiour light. 
But truft me Gentlcman,llc proue more true, 

Thenthofe that hauc coying to be ftrange, 

I fhould hauc bccne more ftrange,! mud confeffe. 

But that thou ouer heard’ft ere I was ware 
My true Loucs paffion,thercfore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light Louc, 

Which the darke night hath fo difcoucrcd, 

Rom. Lady,by yonder MooncI vow. 

That tips with filucr allthefeFruite tree tops. 

Iul. O fweare not by the Moone,th’inconftant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 

Leaftthat thy Loue proue likewife variable. 

Rom. Whatfhalllfvvc3rcby? 

Iul. Do not fweare at all: 

O rif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious felfe, 

Wl^ich is the God of my Idolatry, 

And Ilebelceue thee. 

Rom. If my hearts dcare loue. 

lull. Well do not fweare,although I ioy in thee: 

I hauenoioy of this contract to night, 

I It is too rafh,too vnaduifd,too fudden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere,bne can fay,it iightens,Sweete good night: 

This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious Flower when next we mcete: 
Goodn»ght,goodnight,as fweere repofe and reft, 

Come to thy hcart,as that within my brcft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leaue me io vnlatbfied ? 
lull. What fatisfa&ion can’ft thou hauc to night? 
Ro. Th’exchangc of thy Loues faithfuil vow for mine. 
Iul. I gaue thee mine before thou did’ft tequeft it: 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Rom. Would’ftthou withdrawir. 

For what purpofc Loue ? 

Iul. But to be franke and giue it thee againe. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue. 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the Sea, 

My Loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue,for both arc Infinite : 

I heare fomc noyfe within dcare Loue aduc : 

Cats within. 

Anon good Nurfe,fweec Mountague be true: 

Stay but alittle,! will come againe. 

Rom A O bleffed blcflcd night,! am afeat’d 
Being in night,all this is but a drcauie. 

Too flattering fwccc to be fubftantiall. 

Iul. Three words dcare Romeo , 

.And goodnight indeed, 

If that thy bent of Loue be Honourable, 

Thy pur pole marriage,fend me word tomorrow. 

By one that He procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wiltpcrforme the right, 

. And all my Fortunes at thy foote He lay, 

1 And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 

Within: Madam. 

I come,anon : but if thou meaneft not well, 

I do befeech thcee Within-. Madam. 




i o morrow will I fend, 

Rom. So thriue my lbule. 

In. A thoufand times goodnight. 

"Rome. A thoufand times the worfe to want , £a 
L ouc goes toward Loue as fchool-boyesfro 11 8 
ButLoucfro Loue,towards fchoole with heauiel^ 0 

Enter Mietagaame. 

Iul. Hift Romeo hifhO for aFalknersvoice 
To lure,this Taffell gentle backe againe, * 

Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake aloud 
Elfc would I tearc the Caue whereEccholies 
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfc,then > 

With repetition ofmy Romeo. 

Rom. It is my foulc that calls vpon my n 3me 
How filner fwcet,found Louers tongues bv niohr 
Like fofteft Muficke to attending cares, ^ 5 

Iul. Romeo. 

Rgm, MyNcece. 

Iul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 

Iul. I will not faile, ’cis twenty yeares till then 
I hauc forgot why I did call thee backe, 

Rem. Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 

Iul. I fttall forget,to haue thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I Louc thy company. 

Rom. And lie ftill ftay,to haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Iul* ’Ti* almoft morning,I would haue thee gone 
Ana yet no further then a wantons Bird, 

That let’s it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in his twifled Gyues, 

And with a filken thred plucks it backcagaine. 

So louing Iealousof bis liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

Iul. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifljing: 

Good night,good night, 

Rom. Parting is luch fweete forrow, 

That I (hall fay goodnight,till it be morrow. 

Iul. Slecpe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy bred 

Rgm. Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweettored 
The gray ey’dmornc fmiles on the frowningnight. 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreakes oflight, 
And darkneffe fleckcl’d like a drunkard reeles. 

From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wheeles. 
Hence will I corny ghoftly Fries clofeCell, 

Hishelpc tocrauc,andmy dearehapto tell. Exit 

Enter Frier alone with a basket- 

Fri. The gray ey’d morne fmiles on the frowningnight, 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks oflight; 
And fleckted darkneffe like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheeles; 
Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eye, 

The day to checre,and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muft vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weedcs,and precious luiced flowers, 
The earth that’s Natures mother, is herTotnbe, 

What is her burying graue that is her worobc: 

And from her wombe children of diuers kind 

We 
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tfTihS^^ ural1 ^ l ° me 6nd: 

^ r , minv vertues excellent: 

(jany to , roc an d yet all different. 

Herbs,«(">«, ll ' d then nuc qunblbs- 
° P * uehc fo vile,that on the earth dothhue, 
f ° t0 °the earth feme fpeciall good doth g»ue. 

BUtt °,^ht fo ‘’ood,but drain’d from that faire vfe, 
UuoUs^from true birch.ftumblir.g on abufe. 

L cU e it felfe turnes vice being m.fapplud, 

L vice ibmetime by aftion dignified. 

Enter Romeo, 

Within the infant rin’d of this weake flower. 

Lion hath refidencc.and medicine power: 

11 h» being fmeltjWith that part cheares each part. 

Bring tailed flayrs all fences with the heart. 

L fuch oppofcd Kings encampc them ftill, 

I n ,an as well as Hearbes,grace and rude will. 

An d where cheworfer is predominant, 
pullfoone the Canker death eates vp that Plant, 
j \otn. Good mortovv Father. 
fri . Benedccite. 

What early tongue io fwcct falitccn me? 

Young Sonnc.it argues a diftempered head, 

Sofoonetobid goodmorrow to thy bed; 
farekeepcs his watch in cuery old mans eye, 

Al) d where Care lodgcs,fleepe will neuer lye: 

But where vnbrulcd you.h with vnftuit brame _ 

Lh couch his lims.thcre,golden fleepe dothra.gne, 
Theretorc thy earlincfle doth me affure, 

Thou art vprous’d with lome diftempvature; 

Ot if not fo, then litre 1 hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath notbeenc in bed to ni^ht. 

Rom. That laft is true,the tweeter reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fitr.waft thou with Rofaline ? 

Rom. With Rofaline,my ghoftly Father ? No, 

I haue forgot chat natr c,and, that names woe. 

Fri. That’s my good Son,but wher haft thou bin then i 
Rom. lie tell thee ere thou a>ke it me agen; 

Ihauc bccne feaftmg with mine encmie, 

Where on afadden one hath wounded me. 

That’s by me wo’.mdcd-.both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy philickc lies r 
1 beatcno hatred,blcffed mantfor loe 
My intcrceflion likewife fteads my toe. 

fri. Beplainegood Son,reft homely in thy drife, 
Ridling confeffion,Andes but ridling flirift. 

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts dcare Loue is fer, 
On the faire daughter of rich Capu/et : 
Asminconhers.fohcrsisfec on mine; 

And all combin’d,fane what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 

Wc met,we wooed ,and made exchange of vow : 

He tell thee as we paffe,buc this ] pray, 

That thou confent tomarrie vs today. 

Fri. Holy S. Francis, what a change is heerc? 

Is Rofaline that thou didft Loue fo dcare 
So foone forfaken ? young mens Loue then lies 
Nottrucly in their hcarcs.buc in their eyes, 
lefu Maria, what a deale of btine 
Hath waffit thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in waft, 

Tofeafon Loue that of it doth not tad. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes.from heauen clcares, 

Thy old groncs yet ringing in my auncicnt eares« 

Lo here vpon thy chcekc the ftaine doth fit, 


Of an old teare that is not waffit off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe,and ihefc woes thine. 

Thou and thefe wocs.werc all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d?prouounce this fcntencc then. 
Women may fall.whcn there’s no ftrength in men. 

Rom. Thou chid'ft me oft for louing Rofaline. 

Fri. For doting.not for louing pupill mine. 

Rom. And bacPR me bury Loue. 

Fri. Not in a graue. 

To lay one in,another out to hauc. 

Rom. I pray thee chide me not,her I Lout now 
Doth grace for grace,and Loue for Loue allow : 

T he other did not fo. 

Fri. Oftie knew well. 

Thy Loue did read by rote.that could not fpell; 

But come young wauerer,come goc with me, 

In one rcfpeift, lie thy affiftam be : 

For this alliance may fo happy pfotic, 

To turne your houflaould rancor to pure Lone. 

Rom. O let vs hencc,l ftand on fudden haft. 

Fri. Wifely an j flow,they (Tumble that run faft. 

Exeunt 

F.titer ‘Benrtoho and Mercutio. 

Mcr. Where the deu le fbould this Romeo be ? came lie 
not home to night i 

Tien* Not to his Fathers ,! (poke with his m?n. 

Msr* Why that fame pale hard-harted wench, that Ro- 
(aline vormems him Combat he will hire run mad. 

her;. Tibrft ,the kinfroan to old CaftiUt ^hath lent a Let¬ 
ter to his fathers houfe. 

c SMer. A challengeonmy life./ 

Hen. Romeo will aniwere it, 

Mer. Any man that can write^may anfwerc a Letter. 

Hen. Nay, he will anfwerc the Letters Maifter hew he 
dares,being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo y he i* already dead ftab’d wsth 
a white wenchei blacke eye 3 runne through the care v\ nl 
a Loue long, the very pifineofhis heart, cleft w iihil ^ 
blind Bovvc^-boyes but- fhaft.and is he a man to encounter 
Tjb*U ? 

Hen. Why what is Ttbalt ? 

Trier* More then Prince ot Cats. Oh hec‘s the Courage¬ 
ous Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing 
prickfong, keeps time, diftancc^afid proportion, berefis 
his pninurn, cne, two 5 and the third in year bofom ?tht ve¬ 
ry butcher ©f a filk burcon,aDuali(lj|aDLia f h{t:a GcntlcmaO 
of the very firft houfc of thefuft andltcond caufe: sh the 
immortall Paffado.the Punto rcuerfd,the Hay. 

Ben* The what? 

Mer . The Pox offuch antique lilping affc&ing phan. 
tacies^hcfencw tuners of accent: Idu a very good blade, 
a very tall man,a very good whore. Why is not this a la* 
mentable thingGrandfire.that wc fliould be thus alfl ded 
with theie ftrange flies: thefe fafliion Mongers thd£ par- 
don*mee’s,who ftand io n^uch on the new torn), that f hty 
cannot fit at ede on the old bench# O their bones ; their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Hen* Here c omc; Romeo > here corhes Romeo. 

Mer . Without bis Roe, like a dryed Bering# O fleflr, 
flcfli,how art thou fithified?Nowis he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchen 
wench,marric (Vic had a better Loue to berime her: Dido 
a dowdie, Clecfatr* aGipfie, Heticn and Htro y hildintgs 
and Harlocs:T'^/x^ea gray cic or fo,but not to the purpofe. 
Signiot Romeo,HonioHr>that’s a French falutation to your 
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